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Almost before the battered car stopped moving the young boy had popped out of the door an
ancient doublegun clutched in his hand...
FEATHERED PROOF 
ALMOST before the battered car stopped moving the young boy had popped out of the door, an ancient 
doublegun clutched in his hand. T h e driver, a rugged man 
in his middle twenties, reached into the back and uncased 
a long-barreled pump before leaving the car. 
"This looks like a swell field, doesn't it, Guy?" the boy 
said, already fumbling in his pocket for shells. 
"Yes, Timmie." The man smiled down at the shining 
face. "I know the old darkie who farms this land. He told 
me there's a good covey down in the bottom." 
"Boy! Gert can find 'em!" the boy chanted as he strained 
to lift the sprung lid. T h e truck was lined with burlay and 
held an old, rheumy-eyed pointer, her head cradled on 
crossed paws, long ears in folds on the floor. "Come on, 
Gert, let's start huntin ' ," he pleaded patting the dog's 
rump. 
She uncurled, flowed down onto the clay road, and yawned 
luxuriously, rolling her tonge to its full length. Then she 
slid her forelegs outward, arching her back into a ski-jump, 
her tail describing concentric circles in the air. When the 
man had rubbed his fingers along her knobby backbone 
she shook herself, ready to move on. 
The boy was already across the small ditch and standing 
in the lespedeza stubble, dropping shells into the barrels 
with a hollow "thonk." T h e dog ambled by, nose down, 
tail high, sifting the smells through an experienced nose, 
looking back occasionally for a sign of encouragement. 
"Where do you think they'll be, Guy?" the boy said as 
they began following the dog through the field. 
"It's only about two now; they may still be in the woods, 
but they should be coming out to feed soon." 
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"I thought they ate berries and stuff. Why would they 
come out in an open field?" 
"They do eat berries," the man said kneeling, "but look 
at this." He pointed to many small seeds, some dropped 
by the plants before harvest, others shaken loose by the 
mower. " T h e birds can fill themselves without much work 
here. You'll see how their crops are stuffed with these when 
we clean them." 
"When we clean them," the boy repeated under his 
breath. "Guy's sure we'll get some. Gosh, if I can only hit 
one. I can show it to the men back at camp, and then I 
can go every day with them. They all know I've never 
killed a bird, and I'll bet they don't think I really can." 
When they looked up, the old dog was snuffing the 
ground in a corner of the field. The boy let out a whoop 
and ran across the field, the shells in his pockets thumping 
against his hips, his cap sailing off behind him. As the boy 
rushed past the dog he raised his gun and slid the safety 
forward with his thumb. The old dog lifted her head as 
he went by and followed his flight with her eyes. 
A sparrow fluttered off the ground and the boy followed 
it with his gun. In his haste the stock caught under his arm-
pit, and the blast almost tore the gun from his grasp. A 
thin wisp of smoke twisted out of one barrel, and the bird 
flew on to the edge of the field, perching on a fencepost. 
Guy walked slowly toward the boy and spoke without 
beraying irritation. "Let's go over and sit down a minute, 
Timmie. Gert needs to catch her breath. She's not young 
anymore." 
"Did I do something wrong, Guy?" he asked, a look of 
worry creeping over his round face. 
"Well, a couple of little mistakes, nothing to get upset 
about—we all have to learn." He glanced at the gun cradled 
in the boy's lap. "Got the safety back on?" 
The boy flushed and snapped the gun onto safe. "Gee, 
I, I guess I —" His lower lip trembled and he looked at the 
ground. 
Guy's quiet voice comforted him. "We all forget that at 
first. Hunting 's a wonderful sport, but guns are dangerous. 
It's even best to break them when you're sitting like this." 
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The boy complied and Guy continued, "There are 
rules to this game just like any other. When you're hunt-
ing everyone expects you to be a gentleman. It's hard to 
do and some grown men have never learned." 
Timmie still looked down, scuffing the mud from one 
boot heel with the toe of the other. "Gert's my dog, but 
even if she was yours, Timmie, you'd wait until I was ready 
to shoot too before you flushed the birds. And you'd wait 
until she was on a real point too, not just sniffing after a 
sparrow or a lark. She knows what's out there before you 
and I do." The boy nodded, squinting at the sparrow on 
the fencepost, squeezing back a tear. 
Guy leaned forward until he was squatting and then 
stood up. The boy rose beside him. "Let's go, Gert," the 
man said, heading out across the field toward the bottom. 
The old dog walked beside him, head held high, disdain-
ing to waste time on ground she was sure of. 
When they neared the edge of the stubble, Guy shouted, 
"Hie on, Gert, hie on baby,"" in a nasal tone. The dog 
began to wade through the overgrown edge. T h e two stood 
and watched as she quartered back and forth through the 
tall weeds. Suddenly she froze. T h e boy's heart stopped 
beating and his mouth turned dry, but she relaxed and 
inched forward, then frisked in circles, enjoying the heady 
scent of game. 
"They must have nested here last night," Guy said, look-
ing at the ground. "Yeah, here are the droppings." Timmie 
studied the white splotches almost hidden in the tangle of 
grass. 
"They haven't been here since morning?" he said in an 
amazed tone. 
"That 's right. They sleep in a little circle, heads out, for 
protection. Then they feed in the morning and spend the 
day in the woods." 
"Can she really smell that good or did she see the drop-
pings?" 
"Oh, she smells 'em all right, but she knew it wasn't 
fresh—that's why she broke her point." 
Timmie watched the dog as she crept along the fence-
row, new admiration in his eyes. Despite her careful search-
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ing no birds had been discovered when they reached the 
road. Once on the road again, he began to pump the shells 
out of his gun and Gert padded toward the car. 
"Are the birds still in the woods, Guy?" 
"Probably." 
"Why don't we go in and find them?" Timmie asked, 
disappointment evident in the slope of his small shoulders. 
"They'd be scattered and hard to hit. It'd be a waste of 
time. We'll pile in the buggy and try another field I know. 
I saw those birds myself and they should be out for sure 
by now." 
When they reached the next field, the autumn sun had 
already lost its warmth and the breeze was tearing bronze 
leaves from the scrub oak along the margin of the cultivated 
land. T h e two followed the dog around the field, but she 
gave no hint of any birds, working back and forth at a trot, 
never pausing more than an instant. As they neared the 
car again a rabbit bounded away and she gave one gleeful, 
puppy-like yelp, but regained her dignity at Guy's sharp 
command. 
She was the first to reach the car, but the breeze carried 
a faint whiff of game to her keen nose and she continued 
into the field of pine across the road. Tall grass waved be-
tween the straight rows of conical trees in a geometrically 
precise pattern. 
Gert moved slowly, trying to decipher the message in the 
shifting breeze. She worked with her head high, probing 
each new gust with her quivering nose. She proceeded a 
few steps and froze. Timmie shivered in spite of his heavy 
clothes. 
"Steady girl, s-t-e-a-d-y," Guy warned her. He advanced 
toward her and she started to inch forward. "HUP! Ho! 
Ho there, baby," he barked and she turned to stone. 
"Now, Timmie, come on up slow," Guy directed. "Take 
it easy, get your safety off and your gun high in front of 
you. We'll walk up together and flush 'em. Pick out one 
and load him, don't just blast at the bunch." 
T h e boy flinched at the sound of his safety. As he moved 
forward the grass crackled viciously under his boots and 
hissed as it rubbed across his pants. He held his breath 
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until he was abreast of Guy and the two moved up together. 
They got near Gert and no birds flew. Guy walked past 
the dog and kicked the grass, but nothing appeared. 
"Darn," Guy spat as Gert rushed by them, franticly 
searching for birds she knew should be there. T h e dog 
circled again and again, her breath raising little puffs of 
dust, her whole body shaking. 
Timmie looked for droppings, but saw none. Then he 
picked up a burnt shell. "Look, Guy, somebody's beaten us 
to 'em," he said bitterly. "It must have been that shooting 
we heard when we were over in the other field." 
"Breaks of the game, Timmie . Looks like we're skunked 
this time," Guy said, shucking his shells into the grass. Tim-
mie opened his gun mechanically and pocketed his shells. 
Driving home they passed the first field and Timmie's 
eyes glowed. "Guy, could we try this one again? They must 
be out now," the boy implored 
"I'd like to, but it would be too dark to shoot by the 
time we found them. Maybe tomorrow morning." 
Timmie sank in the seat, refusing to look out at the 
woods and fields gleaming gold and orange under the late 
sun. Guy looked at the unhappy boy out of the corner of 
his eye, but drove on in silence. 
"Timmie." 
"Huh." 
"Know that patch of peas by the Baptist Church?" 
"Yeah." 
"Some of the men saw birds run across the road about 
there. We might try it." 
Timmie came alive again. He searched his pockets and 
had two brand new shells in his hand when the car stopped. 
"You try it, Timmie. I'll watch you handle Gert from here." 
Boy and dog scrambled up the bank and onto the field, 
scarcely larger than a tennis court. A fringe of second 
growth oak skirted the field, hemmed in by large pines, 
their shadows covering the plowed iround and gnawing 
away at the road. 
"Hie on, Gert," the boy twanged in perfect imitation of 
Guy. Gert ran a few steps and slowed, walking on eggs. She 
eased forward, step by step, nose darting back and forth 
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along the ground, her tail twitching slowly. Her tail stopped 
moving abruptly and she froze, the birds locked up only 
inches in front of her nose. 
T h e boy released the safety and suddenly remembered. 
He turned his head and called softly, "Guy, she's got 'em. 
Get your gun." Then he turned back to the immobile dog, 
mumbling a few unnecessary "hup's" as Guy walked up. 
"Ready, Timmie?" 
"Yeah." 
"You flush 'em," Guy said. 
T immie moved forward, gun held in front of him, his 
knees trembling. T h e birds exploded filling the air with the 
drum of wings. A few feet out they swung, putting Timmie 
between themselves and Guy. 
T h e boy's gun shattered the calm, and feathers drifted 
down like little leaves, throwing off glints of gold as they 
floated through the last shafts of sunlight. Gert melted and 
dived into the woods, pouncing on the bird as it fluttered 
in the pine needles. 
"Fetch! Fetch, Gert," Guy commanded as she stood 
mouthing the bird, reveling in the glorious scent drifting 
around her. T h e dog trotted back slowly, passing the boy 
and dropping the bird at Guy's feet. "He's yours, Timmie, 
but Gert would never admit it." Guy tossed the bird to 
the smiling boy. 
The man started for the car and the dog tagged at his 
heels while T immie held the warm body reverently, 
smoothing the ruffled feathers. Guy sat down on the bank 
and began to pick burs from his dog's ears. Timmie finally 
floated up and sat beside him. 
"Guy, was that a good shot?" 
"It killed a bird. You're an old quail hunter now." 
T immie sat turning the bird over in his lap, studying 
the delicate markings, black and white flecks on a golden 
undercoat. 
"You know, Timmie , you never get tired of this game. 
When an old hunter reaches in his pocket for something 
and pulls out a couple of feathers it brings back all days 
like this. You never get it out of your blood." 
They sat in silence for a moment, watching the shadows 
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climb the bank across the dirt road. A mournful whistle 
floated from the woods as the covey reformed for the night. 
Guy walked over to the trunk for Gert. 
Timmie quickly plucked a handful of feathers. "I'll have 
memories now,'" he thought, stuffing them in the pocket of 
his hunting coat. 
—Tom English, Sci. Sr. 
DAIQUIRI 
YOU what?" Her voice lifted a little when she said it, and she snapped it out so that it seemed to grate 
through the receiver. 
Al smiled. "Look Jane, I'll shave, shower, shine, and be 
by for you at 6:30. We'll go down to Virgil's and I'll tell 
you all about it." 
"No," Jane said. "It would save time if I met you. I'll 
see you at Virgil's at six." 
"O. K. Jane. Six then." 
Halfway between the phone and the door he heard Vic. 
"Hey Al, aren't ya gonna stay and have a beer?" 
"Can't Vic, I'd better get cleaned up ." 
Vic shook his head. "What in Hell has come over ya? 
When ya came back I thought maybe ya lost your head. 
Now I'm sure. Ya never turned down a beer in your life." 
"You can buy me one tomorrow night, I'll see you in 
the morning, Vic." 
At six the street was still hot, but the sun's rays were 
slanting across and leaving long shadows. T h e streets weren't 
crowded at the supper hour, and the people who were out 
weren't in a hurry. After a warm shower he felt relaxed 
and unhurried, so he just walked slowly along watching the 
other people and thinking. He wanted to see Jane, but he 
didn't hurry. He remembered how it had been in high 
school with Jane. He couldn't remember when he'd met 
her—it seemed as if she'd always been around somewhere. 
